MARLBOROUGH
so great to me, as that when I fear you do not love me ; but I
hope I shall never live to see you less kind to me than you are.
I am sure I will never deserve it, for I will by all that is good love
you as long as I live. I beg you will let me see you as often as
you can, which I am sure you ought to do if you care for my
love, since every time I see you I still find new charms in you ;
therefore do not be so ill-natured as to believe any lies that may
be told you of me, for on my faith I do not only now love you
but do desire to do it as long as I live. If you can have time
before you go to church, pray let me hear from you.
* I was last night above an hour in the Bedchamber still expect-
ing every one that came in it should be you, but at last I went
to Mrs Brownley's, where I found Mrs Mowdie,1 who told me
that you were with your sister, so that you would not be seen
that night;  so I went to Whitehall to find out the Duke, for
when I know that you will not appear I do not care to be at
St James's.    For 'tis you and you only I care to sec, for by all
that is good I do with all the truth imaginable love you.    Pray
let me hear from you, and I beg that I may be blessed this night
in being with you.    I hope you will like the waistcoat; I do
assure you there is not such another to be had in England.
* My Lord Mulgrave's page is come to let me know that they
stay for me, but I cannot stir before I write to know how you do,
and if you will be at Mrs Berkley's and whether you would have
me come or no, for I will never do aught that you will not have
me do.
My Soul, I go with the heaviest heart that ever man did, for
by all that is good I love you with all my heart and soul, and I
am sure that as long as I live you shall have no just reason to
believe the contrary. If you are unkind, I love [you] so well
that I cannot live, for you are my life, my soul, my all that I hold
dear in this world ; therefore do not make so ungrateful a return
as not to write. If you have charity you will not only write,
but you will write kindly, for it is on you that depends the quiet
of my soul. Had I fitting words to express my love, it would
not then be in your power to refuse what I beg with tears in my
eyes, that you would love me as I will by heavens do you.
1 Mrs Mowdie was Sarah's waiting-woman and to some extent chapcrone.
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